Richmond: Mon Nom 


[00:00:00] Pierre Thompson: My parents tell different stories about how I was 
named. My father, who fled from South Vietnam, claims that the French 
occupation of his country was responsible for my name. My mother, on the 
other hand, always said that she gave me this name because she knew I would 
be as stubborn as a rock. 


I struggled for a long time with my name. I first became self-conscious of my 
name during my first year of school. On my birthday, my father made a surprise 
visit to the classroom and delivered croissants for everyone. I was embarrassed 
by his kindness because no one in the classroom was French. As I grew older, I 
became curious about my family history. 


My father used an American first and last name, which he inherited from his 
stepfather. [00:01:00] When I asked about his original Vietnamese name, he sent 
me an email a few days later with three words: Vu Viet Thinh. I treated this as a 
sacred revelation. I wondered how different my life might have been if my 
family name had been Vu instead. 


When social media came along, I would sometimes type my own name just to 
see the people who shared it and those who shared my name usually did not 
look like me. Over time, I have gained more acceptance of my name. I noticed 
that my name travels well across many cultures and languages, which came in 
handy as I explored more of the world. 


And as I discovered the Catholic faith, I felt as if I could identify with my 
namesake, the Apostle Peter. Last year, I took a heritage trip to Vietnam, which 
[00:02:00] provided the opportunity to try out an authentic Vietnamese name. 
Strangely, even using a Vietnamese name with Vietnamese people in Vietnam, it 
somehow felt out of place. 


Our names determine how the world makes sense of us, but it is up to us to find 
the meaning in our names. In another life, I might have been called Vu Han [?], 
but my name is Pierre Thompson.[00:03:00| 


